The Tragedie of Hamlet 

Fali tcnne times double on that curfcd head, 

Whole wicked deede thy moll ingenious fence 
Depriued thee of, hold off the earth a while, 

Till I bane caught her once more in mine armcs; 

Noyv'pi’e your dull vpon the quickc and dead, 

Till of this flat a mountaineyou hauc made 
To’retop old Pckon, or the skyefh head 
Of blew Olympus. 

Ham. Whatishewhofegriefe 
Bcares fuch an emphefls, whofe phrafe of forrow 
Coniures the wandring flarrcs, and makes them Hand 
Like wonder wounded hearers : this is I 
Hamlet the Dane. 

Laer. The deuill take thy foule. 

Ha n. Thou pray 'ft not well , I prcthec take thy fingers 
For though l am not fpleenatiuc rafh, (from my throat, 
Yet haue I in mefomething dangerous, 

Which let thy wifedome fcarc ; hold off thy hand, 

Kt»g. Piuck them a funder. 

£hsee. Hamlet, Ham let. 

^ilt. Gentlemen. 

Kora. Good my Lord be quiet. 

Ham. Why, I will fight with him vpon this theame 
Vntill my eye lids will no longer wagge. 

Qttce. O my fonne, what theame ? 

Hanu I loued Ophelia, forty thoufand brothers 
Could not with all theyr quanti tic of louc 
Make vp my fumme. What wilt thou doo for her. 

King. O he is mad Laertes. 

G)ne e. For lone ofGodfbibeare him. 

"item. S’ wounds ftiew me what th’owt doe : 

Woo’t weepe, woo’t fight, woo’f fall, woo t tearc thy id c, 
Wob’t drinke vp Efill , e3tc a Crocadile ? 

3Ie doo’t, dooft come heerc to whine ? 

To out-face me with leaping in her gr iue. 

Be buried quickc with her, and fo will I. 

And if thou prate of mountaines, let them throw 
Millions of Acres on vs, till our ground 
Sludging his pate again ft the burning Zone 


Prince of Denmark 

MakeOm.likeawart.nayandthou’ltmowhe, 

jle rant as well as thou. 

rSS^tc^a^ircloM 

His filence will fit drooping. 

Ham. tteareVoufir, 

What is the rcafon that you vfe me thus . 

Iloud you euer, but it is no : m * tter » 

Let Hercules himfelfe doewhathemay {ff 

Strengthen your patience in our laft mghtsfpeech, 

Weele put the matter to the prefent pu 1 . 

Good Gerturdk t feme watch ouer your fonne. 

This graue (hall haue a liuing monument, . 

An houre of quiet thereby fhall we fee 
Tellthenin patience our proceedmgbe. *• 

Enter Hamlet and Horatio. 

Ham. So much for this fir, now Hull you fee the other. 

You doe remember all the circumltance. 

Hsra. Remember it my Lord. . 

Ham. Sir in my hart there was a kind of fighting 
That would not let me fleepe, my thought 1 lay 
Worfe then the mutines in the bilbo, rain y » 

And prayfd be rafhnes for it : let vs knowc, 
Ourindifcretionfometime femes vs well 
When our deepe plots doc fall , & that fliould c 
Ther’s a diuinity that lhapes our ends, 

Rough hew them how we will. 

* Hora. That is mod certaine. 

Ham. Vpfrom my Cabin, 

My fea-govvne fcarft about me in the darke 
GroptI to find out them, had my defire, 

Fingard their packet, and in fine with-drew 
To mine owne roome againe, making fo bold 
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